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“Let’s give Marcia Clark a break, 
okay? This woman is about as middle- 
of-the-road as you can get. If you went 
to dinner with this woman, you’d prob- 
ably end up talking about mutual 
funds or the high cost of breakfast 
cereal.”—Page 12 
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Even Hitler Had a Sequel 


his is the time of year when thou- 

sands of fat women put on a 
Spandex catsuit, spiked high heels and 
three-inch long plastic fingernails—so 
they can have a permanent picture 
made of themselves. 

They’re called “boudoir portraits,” 
and for some reason the guys that are 
presented with these horrifying gifts 
occasionally mail em to me to look at. 

People, listen. 

Bad idea. 

Don’t do this anymore. 

I don’t care how pretty the woman 
is, there’s nothin you can do about a 
thigh that looks like a freshly butch- 
ered hamhock glarin out at you from 
the bottom third of the photo. And 
there’s somethin about bright red toe- 
nails on a fleshy foot bulgin out of a 
furry shoe that makes the insides of 
my elbows curdle. 

And, ladies, if you’re gonna do this, 
invest in some goldurn body makeup. 
There’s nothin worse than handin a 
guy a sexy photo and havin him say, 
“Honey, is that a map of Texas on your 
left bew-tock?” | 

Because, after all, he might think 
you tattooed your family tree on your 
hiney for him. 

Valentine’s Day, which is when 
most women decide to do this, is in the middle of 
winter, so I'd also recommend two solid weeks at the 
tanning salon to avoid blindin us with your tummy. 
And if youre gonna sit on a bed with your legs crossed 
and your pouty lips parted like Marilyn Monroe, 
pleasewatch that gumline. We donot wanna see your 
complete dental history, especially if it includes sil- 
ver fillings. 

One more thing about feet. Feet are the enemy. 
Feet should be avoided at all costs. Especially bare 
feet. But if you are gonna twinkle-toe your way 





Phone sex employee Karen Zaczkowski demonstrates why 
all us pathetic losers are better off letting our fingers do the 
walking, in The Hitler Tapes, the tragic sequel to Even 
Hitler Had a Girlfriend. 


through the photo session, then file down those 
callouses. I’m afraid there’s no way for the guy to 
work a callous into his fantasy about you. 

But mainly, ladies, take a good hard look at that 
Lard Quotient before you decide to do this. Be honest 
now. Look in the mirror and let it all droop into the 
home gravity made for it. 

There. 

You see what I mean? 

Buy somethin that hides it, honey. You'll be 
happier, and he'll be a Jot happier. 


I’m surprised I 
have to explain this 
stuff. 

And speaking of 
pitiful fantasy lives, 
the sequel is finally 
here to Even Hitler 
Had a Girlfriend. Re- 
member the great 
Denver cult film star- 
ring Andren Scott as 
the loser who spends 
his entire life’s sav- 
ings on hookers in less 
than two weeks? One 
of the greatest inde- 
pendent comedies 
ever made. 

And now part two 
is finally here—with 
a weird twist. Half- 
way through shoot- 
ing, Andren Scott 
walked into a conve- 
nience store and was murdered during a robbery. 
Director Ronnie Cramer, who was a childhood friend 
of Scott, was so upset that he scrapped the film 
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. drive-in will never die. 





Karen Pombo (left) etatnn to unleash her deadly weapons once again, 
while Cindy Radliff (right) shows all her muscles to Marcus. 


entirely. Then friends convinced him to edit what he 
had as a tribute to his dead buddy. 

So what we end up with is one of those strangely 
fascinating items that can only turn upin the B movie 
world—a flick that’s not really a complete film, but is 
hard to take your eyes off of, in part because of the 
bizarre death of the star. 

Ronnie has taken the footage and put a weird 
European artsy-fartsy spin on it, with hot bikini 
babe Karen Zaczkowski wandering around a subur- 
ban Kansas town, listening to tapes and watching 
videos of her former phone-sex client, “Marcus 
Templeton.” Marcus has become so depraved that 
hookers turn down his business, and all he wants to 
do is sit around in his underwear, “eating meat 
snacks and dessert items,” trying out new hair- 
growth systems, and paying women to let him video- 
tape them in the shower. One after another, the 
working girls tell him how pathetic he is and walk out 
of his life, but the Marcus we know still manages to 
hold out hope in the end. Someday he'll be able to 
whine or beg enough to get a beautiful woman to like 
him. 

Not much of a plot, but who needs one? The gaps 
are filled in with strangely appropriate music videos 
by Ronnie’ s band, —— = Trends. 
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Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Marilyn Chambers: The X-Files 


America’s fa- 
vorite X star, 
Marilyn Cham- 
bers, will serve 
as hostess and X- 
ecutive producer 
on a new adult 
video series titled 
Marilyn Cham- 
bers’ How to 
Make Love. When 
asked if she will 
be sharing any of 
her professional 
secrets, the copu- 
lation consultant 
sighed, “My par- 
ticipation won’t 


Debbie Rochon 


to a screeching 
halt on the second 
day of the shoot- 
ing due to an 
actor’s sudden ill- 
ness. “He devel- 
oped a serious 
case of gall- 
stones,” explained 
Matturro. “I think 
six hours in the 
make-up chair did 
him in. We can’t 
resume the shoot 
until he passes 
the stones.” Hence 
the film’s title: 
Shriek of the 


offering feverish fans body stains 
of hot horror heroines. Lip prints, 
nipple prints—what’s next?! 
Russo was recently spotted at a 
horror convention asking an uni- 
dentified B queen to “personal- 
ize” the back of his pizza. Paren- 
tal advisory: explicit slices, not 
recommended for children under 
E 5, eee 

Lloyd Kaufman, the genre’s 
own P.T. Barnum, has set a 
June 12 shooting date for Troma’s 
latest. “After all these years of 
giving the bird, it’s time we gave 
the bard. Shakespeare’s genius 
will be utilized to the fullest ex- 
tent! Tromeo and Juliet will fea- 


be in the X-rated part. Other Lycanthrope. 
people will be doing the good 


ture the stunts, special effects, 


After exploiting over twenty- mutations and meltdowns that 


stuff.” five years of fame from the crawl- Shakespeare always dreamed 
Long Island’s Depraved ing corpse hit Night of the Living about.” 


writer Keith Matturro will re- Dead,George Romero’s close and 
mount his second attempt, the personal friend John Russo will 


—DEBBIE ROCHON 
If you have news for Debbie, 


tender tale of a parapsychologist be lensing an occult parable, The drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
who curbs the impulses ofa flea- Congregation. Russo’s company Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
bitten werewolf. Productioncame Market Square makesatidysum TX 75221. 


A winner. A really really strange one. But a 
winner. 

Seventeen breasts. Back-shaving. Drooling. Gra- 
tuitous bust-development ads. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Becky Van Lewen, as a book- 
reading bathtub-loving babe who gets sick of Marcus’ 
peeping through the window; Monica McFarland, as 
an experienced hooker so confused by Marcus that 
she doesn’t know which act to use; Jeannette Feher, 
as the showering fraulein who says “Your bare 
torso was most unattractive”; Christie Cass, as the 
hooker who waits in bed while Marcus swallows 
“Mista-Vigor” tablets, for saying “Why me?”; Cindy 
Radiff, as the nekkid bodybuilder; Jean Wolf, as the 
blind date who serves home cooking, for saying 
“Enough with the breasts! I’ll kill you!”; the enor- 
mously talented Karen Pombo, an exhibitionist who 
strips for Marcus while telling him how pitiful he is; 
Karen Zaczkowski, as the bored phone-sex girl who 
tells him “You remind me of a serial killer” and 
“I’m in no mood to have my breasts pawed at”; and 
Andren Scott, the ultimate dweeb whose life can fall 
apart when Cable X is pre-empted for Cartoon Junc- 
tion, for saying, “Yes, Mr. Mandick. No, I didn’t 
come in for work. See, I was shot in the head recently 
by a call girl. Yes, I’m feeling much better. I’m fired? 





Okay, thank you very much.” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 

(If you can’t find a copy, lemme know, and I’1l tell 
you how to order Even Hitler Had a Girlfriend and 
The Hitler Tapes directly from Ronnie. ) 
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If they're that celibate, they’re psycho. . . 


Abstinence of the Lambs 


H* you heard about these new 
organizations that make you prom- 
ise you won't have sex till you’re mar- 
ried? 

Don’t get me wrong. This is not 
those Super Babtists from Missouri that 
are always trying to stamp out sex in 
America. This is not Neo-Puritans from 
Mississippi, waving signs in front of the 
porno theaters. 

This is veterans of the singles bars 
who feel like they've been Sexed To 
Death. 

It’s mostly women who feel like, 
every time they do the twin-barreled 
rutabaga with a man, everthing goes 
straight downhill from there. And so 
they place ads in magazines like: 

“Female wants man who seeks to 
marry. Celibate before marriage only.” 

And they get hundreds of answers 
to these things. And many of the guys 
answering the ads claim to be virgins. I 





And they can’t wait to 
have it, but only with a 
woman who measures up 
to standards that have 
been building up for, like, 
twenty-five years. 

I don’t think so. 

I think we’re gonna 
end up with some really 
badStar Search auditions 
here, you know what I 
mean? 

Because one thing we 
do know about men is that 
it sometimes takes years 
totrainem.Idon’t wanna 
get graphic here, but it 
sometimes takes a man 
ten years just to know 
where all the equipment 
is located. You throw a 
guy in there who's just 
gonna go on instinct, he’s 


don't mean young strapping 18-year- 
old virgins, like in Summer of 42. I 
mean men in their forties who have 


Dee Hengstler demonstrates why 
dating in El Lay is hell, in the ul- 
tra-cheap kung-fu classic, Street 


liable to end up pokin an 
eye out or somethin. 
Also, I don’t wanna 


never made the sign of the triple-snouted Angels. 


space goose, and so they resaving themselves all this 
time. 

So let’s see what we got here. 

We got women who have had a lot of sex and 
didn’t like it. In fact, they’re kinda of afraid of it. 


And we got men who have hadno sex. Zero. Nada. 





Gaver Somers gets aymbalic with a punk. 


, scare you gals that are 
card-carryin members, but every serial killer I’ve 
ever read about just Joves women who say no to sex. 
That’s the only kind of woman they'll consider for 
marriage. 

There’s something called the National Chastity 


a that has nineteen “desires” for a strong 


relationship. And one of them is a resolu- 
tion to “refrain from hand-holding during 
courtship.” 

If you find a guy who really goes for 
this—who says he really loves a relation- 
ship like that—then have a good time, but 
please, girls, check his dresser for hockey 
masks, okay? 

We don’t want any body bags as a 
result of this stuff. 

Trust me. We’re playing with fire here. 

Speaking of weird modern trends, the 
cheap video camera is a marvelous thing, 
and this week’s flick, Street Angels, is an 
excellent example of how sick, weird and 
twisted people can achieve commercial 
distribution, like God intended. This movie 
was made for $4,000 by a guy named 
George Phillip Saunders, who produced, 
directed it, wrote it, starred in it, and did 





a whole lot of the kung fu, and over the last year and 
a half it’s been passed hand to hand, sold in a few of 
your stranger video stores, and slowly become a 
genuine national cult hit. 

It’s the story of a wisecracking El Lay cop who 
quits the force so he can recruit a team of depraved 
prison babes—the blonde is a cop gone bad, the 
rehead’s a Marine who saw action in Desert Storm, 
and the brunette’s a cynical gang member—to hit the 
streets and take out the punks who are terrorizing 
the innocent. This gang of Kung Fu Mamas uses 
guns, sex and bad one-liners to hunt down a de- 
praved, sadistic, blond-headed gay bodybuilder who 
kills cops for fun with a Chinese death punch called 
the Dim Mak. 

It’s one of those goofball action satire comedy 
adventure kung-fu kind of things, with a whole heck 
of a lot of airhead acting in the service of a vile script 
that can’t really be quoted here. 

I loved it, of course. 

Seventeen dead bodies. No breasts. Multiple 
attempted rapes. Grocery-bag throwing. Drunken 
beer-haze flashbacks. Two motor vehicle chases. 
Wino-bashing. Senior-citizen mugging. Purse-snatch- 


ing. anaes Pole a the chest. Gratu- 





itous samurai motorcyclist. Seventeen Kung Fu 
scenes. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Lori Stewart, as the foxy assistant D.A., who screams 
at the bent-on-revenge cop for calling in favors, and 
says “When you cash in your chips, you don’t mess 
around, do you?”; Dee Hengstler, as the frizzy-blonde 
ex-cop who likes to kickbox, for saying “Maybe you 
were finished, Frank, but did you ever stop to think 
that maybe I loved you?”; Kim Strauss, as the muscle- 
shirt-wearing pretty-boy villain, for beating up old 
winos, killing cops, shooting his girlfriend for laugh- 
ing at another guy’s jokes, and saying “That'll teach 
you to disturb me when I’m drinking”; Gwen Somers, 
as the ex-Marine who runs about a mile in high heels 
being chased by two goons; Honey Lauren, as the 
gang member with a conscience who does the whole 
movie without changing facial expressions; and 
George Phillip Saunders, the director, writer, pro- 
ducer, and hero who makes long speeches about the 
fighting abilities of fish, for lines like “Must have 
been agonizing—his heart exploded in his chest.” 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 

(If you can’t find it, lemme know. I'll tell you 


where to get it.) 





D7“ F. Fried- 
man: Wild, 
Wild Movies is an 
amazing little photo 
book published in 
France that illus- 
trates the career of 
the legendary ex- 
ploitation producer 
through the goriest, 





Herschell Gor- 
don Lewis wrote 
an introduction 
that’s printed in 
both English and 
French. The 40- 
page booklet fea- 
tures Blood Feast, 


... Wherein we report from the = SPee Thing, 


Trader Hornee (fea- 


tawdriest, weirdest, aundergrouno, Che counter-culture, turing the stunning 
and sexiest produc- €he out-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the Deek Sills), The 


tion stills and post- = Loonie FRinge of publishing, music, Prime Time, 
ers from his films. Nature’s Play- 


What oe tivens Movies, Comic books, ano other mates, 2,000 Mani. 
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and The Erotic Adventures of Zorroisthat Friedman Beautiful, The Suckers, Thar She Blows, The Ram- 
sometimes hired the most beautiful women in the rodder, The Road Mistress, The Long, Swift Sword of 

fs "eee =«(Siegfried, and many more, and the print- 
ing quality is excellent.Michael Weldon, 
author of the famedPsychotronic Encyclo- 
pedia, has made this collectible available 
in America. Send $7.50 to: Psychotronic 
w, Magazine & Video, 3309 Rt. 97, 
oo | Narrowsburg, NY 12764-6126. 
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 . Gwen Somers, the angry red-headed 
Marine sergeant in Street Angels, is mak- 
ing tabloid headlines with a little help 
from the O.J. trial. The connection? Ac- 
cording to Street Angels director George 
cs Saunders, she is attracting notoriety for 
ee being one of the two actresses that actu- 
sa | 2 |. ally acted with beach bum superwitness 
| Kato Kaelin. Surf, Sand and Sex stars 
Kato as a horny car mechanic, with Gwen 
as the object of his lust. Playboy recently 
picked up the distribution rights to Surf, 
a hoping to cash in on the torrent of 
? Katomania. Saunders claims it’s a must- 
see, stating that it “makes Street Angels 
look like a Felini-pix.” 
4 
It looks like Custer might lose an- 
other battle, this time to big business. The 
Custer Battlefield (renamed Little Big- 
horn Battlefield in the interest of political 
correctness) is in the middle of a tug-of- 
war between the National Park Service, 
which is attempting to lease the battle- 
field out to private interests, and the 
ss - Custer Battlefield Historical and Museum 
David F. Friedman knows talent when he sees them, Association, which is fighting to keep the 
illustrated here by Virginia Bell, star of the 1963 classic, Little Bighorn Battlefield and the Custer 
Bell, Bare and Beautiful. Cemetery intact (historically and physi- 
world. Most ofthem couldn’t act their way outofawet cally) and accessible to the American public. Accord- 
thimble, but the photos are amazing. The book isin ing toWayne Sarf, co-editor of the Custer / Little Big 
French, although Friedman’s frequent collaborator Horn Battlefield Advocate, not only has the NPS 
6 


spinelessly dumped Custer’s name and allowed In- 
dian vandals to desecrate the graves of the dead 
calvarymen, but they made a hush-hush agreement 
to lease the battlefield land to Time-Warner, Inc. 
(under the front-organization “North Shield Ven- 
tures”). The company’s proposed innovations include 
disfiguring the battlefield lands by creating 
miles of ugly concrete walkways, building new 
roads and diverting all traffic through a com- 
mon entrance. This wouldcoincidentally be the 
entrance to a cheesy “Living History” theme 
park, where visitors hop aboard a tram at 
fifteen bucks a pop for a guided tour of the 
grounds. Tourists will no longer be allowed to 
strike off on their own, hiking along the battle- 
field trails. The Custer / Little Bighorn Battle- 
field Advocate, a slick eight-page quarterly 
committed to fighting this injustice and pre- 
serving the nation’s heritage, goes for $10 a 
year, payable to: The Custer/Little Bighorn 
Battlefield Advocate, P.O. Box 792, Malibu, 
CA 90265-0792. 
e 

The amount of time it takes for properties 
to attain historical designation is usually about 
fifty years. Unfortunately, many significant 
pieces of Americana fall into a category that is 
considered too recent to be recorded or pre- 
served. In 1990, it looked like the Airway 
Drive-In of St. Louis, Missouri, circa 1948, was 
doomed to fall victim to that unforgiving time- 
table. However, when the Airway property was 
bought for redevelopment as a shopping cen- 
ter, there was a loud public outcry against 
levelling the landmark neon majorette drive- 
in marquee. Missouri’s Department of Natu- 
ral Resources stepped in and convinced the 
shopping center executives to incorporate their 
new sign into the old one. The drive-in is long gone, 
but the majorette marches on. Not all marquees have 
met with such a happy fate, but Don Sanders of 
Dallas is leading the brigade in preserving them 
forever—through pictures. His coffee table book, 
Drive-In Under Nature’s Sweet Canopy o’ Stars: 
America’s Love of the Drive-In Movie Theater, pro- 
vides a vivid glimpse into the world of drive-ins and 
should be available in 1996. He has spent almost ten 
years scouring the country, snapping photos of work- 
ing or abandoned drive-ins, many of which have since 
been destroyed. Along the way, Sanders has encoun- 
tered some fascinating drive-in entrepreneurs who 
have supplied him with rare vintage photos and wild 
stories about the glory days of the drive-in. 

e 

Last Gasp of San Francisco, distributors of un- 
conventional publications of all shapes, sizes and 
subject matter (including The Joe Bob Report), has 
launched its own collection of adult comics called 
Last Gasp Comix & Stories. This forty-page comic 





book champions the work of lesser-known or hereto- 
fore unpublished artists, providing an uncensored 
forum for their work. Contributors come from all over 
the world, including irreverent Swede Max 
Andersson, who illustrates the tale of the dismem- 
berment of anorexic Emma, and the bizarre fable 





The Airway majorette is marching to the beat of a 
different drummer. 


“The Cockroach Kid” by French artist Stephane 
Blanquet. It is mostly crammed with wacko gross- 
out humor involving, among other things, a rampag- 
ing brainstem, a letter-writing sex maniac with an 
overbite, locust love, and Politico the Clown. Indi- 
vidual copies can be ordered for $5: Last Gasp of San 
Francisco, 777 Florida St., San Francisco, CA 94110. 
€ 

One of our favorite scream queens, Jewel 
Shepard, wants the world to know that she is still 
unattached. In a recent issue of The Joe Bob Report, 
Jim Korkis of Orlando submitted a “Find That 
Flick” answer in which he intimated that Jewel was 
keeping company with writer Mark Evanier. Jewel 
gently but firmly asserts that while she and Mark are 
the best of friends, they are not dating. Quips a 
sheepish Jim: “The only thing that Mark and Jewel 
share (besides talent) is the same post office box.” 
Jewel is still available and looks forward to her fans 
contacting her: Jewel Shepard Fan Club, P.O. Box 
480265, Los Angeles, CA 90048. 











Reviews by the Sex Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


Wisarur THINKING 


“Standard” “lame” sex comedy starring Michelle Johnson 
as a fantasy-come-to-life when an agoraphobic screenwriter, 
“obnoxious” Murray Langston, rescues magical gypsy Billy 
Barty from a would-be assailant and receives a mysterious 

writing pad that makes everything he 

porns writes come true. He gets the girl, 

but first has to overcome a 
plot by his sister and his 
agent to have him commit- 
ted and steal his money. 
“The title pretty much sums 
it up.” “This looks like it was 
shot with home movie equip- 
ment.” “Langston is awful.” 
“Langston is pretty funny.” 
“Langston, better known as 
The Unknown Comic, is a 
better comedian than actor.” 
Kip Addotta, as Boone, has 
the best line: “Sometimes 
the wife and I, we put salt 
on our rear ends and drive 

out to the deer park. I 
say who’s the vic- 
tim? The deer 
are de- 

lighted, 
and I 
have a 































This is about all Michelle Johnson does in the typical dream-girl comedy 


Wishful Thinking. 

marvelous time.” Four breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Cast: 
Ruth Buzzi (Jody Moore), Vic Dunlop (“great” as “bumbling 
crook” Luke), Ray “Boom Boom” Mancini (“subpar,” “great” as 
“bumbling crook” Jake), Johnny Dark (“hilarious” as Langston’s 
“supposedly gay friend” Brian), Charles Brill (Marty Anderson), 
Melissa Shear (Molly), Starr Danias (Susan), Tracy 
Shakespeare (Bobbie). Writers: Steven Finly, Langston (“ex- 
cellent plot”), from a screenplay by Finly. Director: Langston. 
[Broadstar Entertainment/Hemdale. 1990/93.] Overall rating: 
79. 


H OT THRILLS AND WARM CHILLS 


Three “busty, lusty babes” plan to steal the crown of the 
Mardi Gras “King of Sex” (in Reno, Nevada!) in this “bizarre” 
“inept” “so-bad-it’s-fun-to-watch” nudie flick. Rita Alexander 
is “sensational” as the gang leader who “can’t seem to stay in her 
clothes.” She and her frugging, champagne-drinking cohorts, 
Jean Manson and Susan Branson, set out together in a plot 
that contains “unexplained brief sexual encounters, a shootout 
in the streets, posing in front of mirrors for long periods of time, 
lesbian encounters and another shootout in a cemetery.” The 
legendaryLorna Maitland plays herself, andBubbles Cash is 


“quite spectacular” in a non-speaking role. “They’re all terrible— 
and they’re all fantastic.” “This may be the cheapest drive-in 
movie ever made.” “This makes little sense, but has a certain 
stupid charm. It’s a good party film.” “If modern porn films were 
acted with this same type of nonchalant ineptitude, they would 
be much easier to watch.” “Maybe I’m crazy, but when adults go 
to a hotel room to have sex together, don’t they usually remove 
their pants and panties?” “The constant jumps and skips in the 
tape are irritating at first, but once you get used to it, it actually 
seems to help.” “The voices do not match the lips.” “Some of the 
editing cuts in this turkey are enough to give you whiplash. In 
the sex scenes, the sweetener uses the same sound bite over and 
over and over and over. She (rising pitch): ‘Oh, oh, oh oh!’ He 
(descending pitch): ‘Uhhhhhh.” “The moans of the women are 
the same, no matter which woman it is.” “Hot Latino score.” Two 
dead bodies. Fourteen breasts. Alternate title: Hot Thrills. Cast: 
Stan Newman (Stan),Lionel Day (Lt. Burns), Dave Banchek 
(Eddy), Dale Berry (Chief Maloney), Jo Anne Dyke, Conrad 
Marcus, Myron Bradshaw. Director: Berry. [Transcontinen- 
tal Artists. To order, send $23 to Something Weird Video, P.O. 
Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133. 1967/92.] Overall rating: 78. 


‘['EASERAMA 


“Hilarious” love-it-or-hate-it burlesque classic starringTem- 
pest Storm (“a genuine standout, with her tremendous talents”), 
Betty Page (“great fun” as the card girl), Honey Baer (“night- 
club’s buxom blonde”), Cherry Knight (“attractive,” “good 
dancer”), “terrific” comedian Joe E. Ross, Twinnie Wallen 
(“her number looks like the forerunner of Olympic gymnastics”), 
Pepe and Roccio (“Spanish dancers supreme”), Trudy Wayne 
(“the best stripper,” “gives Tempest a run for her money”), pianist 
Don Main, “interpretive dancer” Chris La Chris (“the 
LaSalle correspondenc course in burlesque dancing just 
ain’t gonna get it”), “horrible” humorist Dave Starr, 
and female impersonator Vickie Lynn. “Just a 
pleasant, entertaining tape for the time cap- 
sule, a nice piece of nostalgia. It’s interest- 

ing to see the difference in what was 
perceived as sexy in the fifties—round, 
full-figured women—compared to the 
bony stars of today.” “Tedium and no 
tits—snoozerama. It’s amazing what 
passed for adult entertainment back 
then. What a bunch of stiffs these dancers are.” “The camera work 
is hilariously static, but this is the kind of film our dads used to 
enjoy.” “There are an awful lot of women who shouldn’t wear 
strapless gowns. It’s hard to fantasize about women who are old 
enough to be my mother.” “It seems strange to me that an appar- 
ent heterosexual audience attending a burlesque show would be 
amused by a female impersonator. Did these guys take their sexu- 
ality less seriously than we do today, or were they just out-of- 
control horny?” “Tempest ‘smokes’ in her last number, but those 
fans of her attributes should check out Strip Tease Girl. If you 
accept that go-go is the current counterpart to burlesque, these 
ladies have more expression in their movement (particularly the 
hands) than the majority of the strutters out there today. These 
burlesque babes look like they’re manipulating the force of a twi- 
light world distantly related to the fertility dances.” “These 
so-called comedians demonstrate why burlesque is dead.” Two 
breasts. Pastie Fu. Producer/Director: Irving Klaw. [To order, 
send $23 to Something Weird Video, P.O. Box 33664, Seattle, WA 
98133. 1955/93.] Overall rating: 78. 


/PtayzBoy CENTERFOLD: MORGAN FOX 


“Serious babe action” in this “flashy” “MTV-type” “better- 





than-average” profile of “gorgeous” six-foot Canadian blonde 
Morgan Fox, former Miss World Canada, “showing her stuff 
and telling us how she always wanted to be a Playmate” while 
“hanging out with half-naked construction workers in welding 
masks.” Second short feature: “good dancer/stripper” Wendy 
Kaye, Miss July 1991. “Morgan Fox isn’t exactly a rocket 
scientist, but who cares?” “Too artsy to be enjoyable. You should 
not have to use the freeze frame on a Playboy 
video.” “The women are posed and photographed 
in a static way, and the ripoffs of good rock songs 
are disgusting, but Morgan Fox sure is gor- 
geous.” “If you’ve seen one Playboy video, you’ve 
seen them all.” Four breasts. Director: Skott 
Snider. [HBO. 1991.] Overall rating: 77. 


STRANGERS 


“Slick” “boring” anthology of three “Twi- 
light Zone-type” “erotic flings far from home,” all 
set in Paris. The first, The Last Game, stars 
“superb” Linda Fiorentino as an American 
tourist who likes to get picked up by strangers as 
a turn-on for her husband, until a young man 
figures it out and turns the tables on her. In 
Small Towns and Tilting Shadows, “standout” 
Joan Chen has a car accident and sleeps with 
the first guy who can speak English, then ends 
up in an apartment haunted by its former owner, 
where she slowly goes insane. (“Chen desper- 
ately overacts and tediously keeps trying to hide 
her boobs.”) And in Windows, the “adequate” 
Timothy Hutton is an exchange student and 
writer whocan’t get any work done as he watches 
Alexandra Vandernoot, “sexy, vulnerable, cool 
and smart,” in the opposite apartment being 
beaten, tied and gagged by her lover. He rescues 
her and ends up “playing hide-the-kumquat with 
her,” but “I don’t understand what the ending 
means.” “The stories are too short, and the love 
scenes too dark.” One dead body. Seventeen 
breasts. The Last Game cast: James Remar, 
Francois Montagut. The Last Game writers: 
Nevin Schreiner, Edward Redlich, John Bellucci, from a 
story by Redlich, Sarah Timberman, Schreiner. The Last 
Game director: Daniel Vigne. Small Sounds and Tilting Shad- 
ows cast: Lambert Wilson. Small Sounds and Tilting Shadows 
writer:Judith Rascoe, from her short story.Small Sounds and 
Tilting Shadows director:Wayne Wang. Windows writer/direc- 
tor: Joan Tewkesbury, from the short story, “The Voyeur,” by 
Anthony Caputi. [Home Box Office/Prism. 1991/93.] Overall 
rating: 75. 


OWER OF 
SCREAMING VIRGINS 


“A strange title, since there are no 
virgins, screaming or otherwise” in this 
“mediocre” 16th-century French costume 
drama with “terrible” acting, photography 
and dubbing. When the king’s away, the 
“evil and tortured” queen and her 
handmaidens play, then have their young 
studs killed. (Terry Torday is “outstand- 
ing” as the queen.) The “great” Jean Piat, 
a returning hero of the Flanders Cam- 
paign and the queen’s girlhood lover, comes 
to town, solves the mystery of the disap- 
pearing “virgin” noblemen, and becomes 
chancellor. “A wonderfully bad drive-in 
epic.” Twenty-three dead bodies. Twenty 
breasts. Sword-fighting. Cast: Frank 
Oliver (Philip), Veronique Vendell 





There are ete reasons, ae re reasons ate to 
watch Becky Le Beau’s boobfest, Soft Bodies. 








(Jeanne), Uschi Glas (Blanche), Armando Francioli (Orsini), 
Dada Gallotti (Fleurette), Marie-Agne Anies (Catherine), 
Rudolf Forster (Honore De La Tour). Writer:Kurt Nachmann, 
from a novel by Alexandre Dumas. Director: Francois Le- 
grand. Alternate titles: Tower of Forbidden Love, Der Turm Der 
Verbotenen Liebe. [Maron Film Ltd./Exportfilm Bischoff. To or- 
der, send $16 to Scorched Earth Productions, P.O. Box 101083, 
Denver, CO 80210. 1968. ] 
Overall rating: 74. 


SSorrsovies 


“Pedestrian” shot- 
on-video nudity tape— 
the original in a series of 
five—starring a “duo-tal- 
ented” “without-a-clue” 
B-movie star, “sexy” 
“rather hefty, well-en- 
dowed” Becky Le Beau, 
who rides a bike, frolics 
in a Jacuzzi, rubs lotion 
on her body, tans her- 
self, models lingerie, 
washes a car (“wet T- 
shirt time”), and acts like 
a French maid—all in 
the nude, of course— 
while “playing with her 
non-surgically-endowed 
boobs” and “informing us 
that she’s not a casting- 
couch bimbo, doesn’t 
have low morals, hardly 
goes to parties, is mo- 
nogamous, and doesn’t 
like to lift weights be- 
cause ‘girls aren’t meant 
to be hard.” “Becky sets 
the women’s movement 
back at least 30 years 
when she says ‘It’s natu- 
ral for a woman to be subservient to a man.’ She also tells us that 
she’s shy right before she pops her top.” “Let’s get clothes that 
look like they fit before they get taken off. And while we're 
trashing careers, let’s not forget the guy that wrote these 
monologues: ‘Come aboard the love boat with us and take a trip 
to fantasy island!” “Nothing special. Once you have seen her tits, 
how many ways do you need to see them?” “Of the fiveSoft Bodies 
videos, this is the second worst, but on a par with most ‘amateur’ 
nudity videos.” “The production is okay, 
but Playboy Productions has nothing to 
worry about.” Minority opinion: “Busty 
and brainy! What a combo! And she can 
act, too! And produce and direct! What a 
woman! Oh yeah!” Becky’s best line: “A 
soft body is part female, part angel, and 
no plastic.” Twenty-six breasts. Cast: 
Andrew Bailer (“wimpy’ as guy in bed). 
Directors:Stephen Gabrielle, Le Beau. 
[To order, send $22.95 ($24.60 if you live 
in California) to Becky LeBeau, 505 S. 
Beverly Dr., Suite 973, Beverly Hills, CA 
90212. 1989.] Overall rating: 74. 


IT SLAND OF LOST GIRLS 


“Typical early-seventies white-sla- 
very flick” that some consider a “drive-in 
classic” but most consider “inept.” In 
Bangkok, a female American tourist is 
kidnapped, drugged, and sent to the Is- 





land of Lost Girls. Her mother enlists 
the help ofa police captain, who hires 
a private eye, “a poor-man’s James 
Bond” in a plaid jacket “who’s more 
worried about getting laid than find- 
ing the missing girl.” Meanwhile, back 
on the island, the girls are being 
injected, initiated into “the three-ser- 
pentscult,” and sold into prostitution. 
“Heroes ride to the rescue through a 
hail of poison darts, gunfire and gang- 
sters,” leading to a “great finale— 
giant mud wrestling with the Thai 
army vs. the bad guys in the river 
delta.” “Similar to the sixties hero 
films such asOur Man Flint.” “Plenty 
of action, simple plot, lots of babes.” 
“The acting sucks.” “The goofy 
soundtrack is right out ofLove Ameri- 
can Style.” Best line in the “badly 
written” script: “Love comes and 
goes—likea stewardess.” Eleven dead 
bodies. Twenty-eight breasts. Two 
motor vehicle chases. Cockfights. 
Blow-torched car. Exploding truck 
and boat. Kung Fu. Tarantula Fu. 
Snake Fu. [Saxton Films. To order, 
send $16 to Scorched Earth Produc- 
tions, 2201 S. Clayton, Denver, CO 
80210. ?/1992.] Overall rating: 73. 


[X TIMATE WORKOUT 
FOR LOVERS 


“Dull” “artsy” “erotic-exercise” 
“fluff” in which five “Ken-and-Barbie” 
naked couples in a big house demon- ‘ € 
strate “minimalist exercises,”backed Object of Desire. 
by “stupid off-camera narration.” “Fantasy disguised as a work- 
out video.” “Your basic ‘naked people work out and have too 
much fun’ kind of tape. The grandeur of the whole thing in- 
stantly alienates—and turns on—the viewer.” “Not credible.” 
“These Playboy things all have really generic actors.” “Neither 
the worst nor the best of Playboy’s ‘self-help’ tapes. High quality 
cinematography and production design, but just a reason to 
show nekkid Playmates.” “Music, as usual in a Playboy tape, 
sucks.” “Jane Fonda has nothing to fear.” Thirteen breasts. Cast: 
Gabriela Young, Eric Wallace, Rebekka Armstrong, Axel 
Wolf, Amy Rochelle, Michael Mednick, Chloe James, Ri- 
chard Ardi, Lisa Saxton, T.C. Holmes. Writer:Leland Zaitz. 
Director: Bud Schaetzle. [Playboy. 1992.] Overall rating: 72. 


[PROTECT YOUR DAUGHTERS 


In this “cheap-jack” “bummer” of a “cautionary tale”’—“not 
really funny or dated enough to be worthwhile, like Reefer 
Madness”—parents debate the dating habits of their 14-year-old 
daughter, Marion Quigley, “who looks thirty.” Daddy is “a hip 
1930’s type of guy,” but Mom is “a worry-wart” who thinks it’s 
dangerous that Quigley “comes home at 4 a.m., stinking of illegal 
gin, with her underwear torn.” This segues to the “bizarre 
reverse-exploitation” story “that tries to prove why it’s okay to 
let your daughters run around, drink and be wild”—the story of 





Fetish model Susan Smith doesn't exactly set 
the committee members on fire inSusan Smith: 


Quigley’s aunt with a secret past. 
“Vivacious” Doris Eaton is told by 
her “repressive” minister father that 
he doesn’t want her to wed for three 
years, when she'll be 21. But she 
ignores him, “boozes it up at the 
Woodbine Roadhouse,” gets arrested, 
runs away, gets married, and nearly 
ruins her life. Then she’s saved by 
“settling down, having a bunch of 
kids, and doing her drinking at 
home.” So “this ‘tragic’ story has a 
happy ending. I don’t get it.” “Amus- 
ing in a warped, gotta-be-on-drugs 
kind of way.” “Fairly typical of the 
morality movies of the time, warn- 
ing of the evils of drink. A pretty 
amusing premise, that being mar- 
ried will solve all of your problems, 
even if you are a 15-year-old alky. 
An opinion that has clearly not held 
up well over the years.” “I suppose 
this thing is still around because of 
its cult potential, but it’s better left 
forgotten.” “A Sunday school is the 
only place this movie could be con- 
sidered entertainment.” Minority 
opinion: “This is an oddly charming 
little movie, largely due to Eaton’s 
performance.” Cast: Adele Riggs 
(“awful” as Mrs. Ellen Devereux), 
Donald Thompson (“awful” as Mr. 
Tom Devereux), Warwick Ward 
(The Duke). Alternate title:Reckless 
Decision. |High-Art Pictures. To or- 
der, send $16 to Scorched Earth Pro- 
ductions, P.O. Box 101083, Denver, 
CO 80210. 1932.] Overall rating:69. 


Susan SMITH: OBJECT OF DESIRE 


“Pitiful” “amateurish” two-volume profile of “stiff but like- 
able” Susan Smith, an “incredibly-talented” “limber” blonde 
fetish model, striptease artist, and “airhead par excellence” from 
a small town in Pennsylvania. She dresses like Marilyn Monroe 
and Betty Page in a “documentary on a fifties-style nudie photog- 
raphy session.” “A lumpy, pale blonde woman wakes up, bicycles 
around town in Latex, squats on a TV, tries on a lot of lingerie and 
panty girdles, and generally flops around.” “Artsy crap. Much ado 
about nothing.” “Obviously producer/directorEric Kroll is enam- 
ored of Susan, and thinks you will be, too. Big mistake!” “She 
wears stuff I’ve never seen on the female form.” “Is this woman 
being paid?” “If you’re into watching naked women walk around 
in lingerie and leather garments, this is the one for you.” “Too 
damn many video tricks that were old with Ernie Kovacs. The 
sound quality is the pits.” “Kroll’s bizarre videography is kind of 
interesting at first, then just becomes annoying.” “Like Second 
City used to say, I'd like to see Susan Smith blown up ‘real good.” 
Sixty-seven breasts. [To order, send $52 per volume ($56.04 if you 
live in New York state), or $85 for both ($91.60 if you live in New 
York state), with a statement that you’re 21 years or older, to Eric 
Kroll, P.O. Box 464, Grand Central Station, New York, NY 10017. 
1992.] Overall rating: 66. 
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The difference between the Mississippi and Texas drawl is... 


That Twang Thang 


have a Southern accent. Actually I have an East 

Texas accent, which is different from a West 
Texas accent, a South Texas accent, or a Houston 
accent. (As far as I know, there’s no such thing as a 
Dallas accent. Dallas is a mix of all of the above.) 

A few years back I was in a movie 
where I was supposed to play a real-life 
deejay from the fifties, and this particu- 
lar guy—Dewey Phillips was his name— 
was pretty famous around Memphis and 
the Mississippi Delta area of Tennes- 
see, Arkansas, and the part of Missis- 
sippi around Yazoo City. 

Nobody could understand why I 
needed topractice the accent. Including 
the director. He was very happy for me 
to use my East Texas accent for a guy 
whowas not from East Texas. There’s no 
twang in a Mississippi Delta accent. It’s 
less nasal and a little more musical than 
East Texas. And you would think some- 
body making a major motion picture 
would want the real deal. 

But people will put a Texas accent in 
movies about Georgia. They'll put a 
Mississippi accent in movies about the 
Carolinas. And usually, when they por- 
tray Florida, they don’t use a Southern 
accent at all, even though everything in 
the state except Miami is Southern to the core, anda 
true Florida accent is very distinctive. 

Then, when black people use a Southern accent, 
it’s not even thought of as Southern. For example, in 
Harlem you hear a lot of Georgia in the accent. On the 
South Side of Chicago, you hear a lot of Alabama. In 
rap music, you hear a lot of North Carolina (the flat 
part). But when black people speak Southern, it’s 
considered an “urban dialect.” It’s not urban at all. 
The black people who moved from the South to the 
North in the fifties talk exactly like the white 





people who didn’t move from the South to the North 
in the fifties. And “soul food,” which is mostly served 
in the North, is virtually indistinguishable from 
“home cookin’,” which is served at every diner in the 


South, right down to the chicken-fried steak and the 





grits. 

But the thing that really burns my bacon is when 
people try to be friendly to a Southerner by using 
“Y’all” all the time. 

Listen up. I’m gonna explain this one time and 
one time only. 

“Y’all” is a second person plural pronoun. It 
means “you all.” It means “all of you.” It means more 
than one person. 

A Southerner would never walk up toone person 
and say “How y’all doing?” There would have to be at 
leasttwo people there. It’s not a misuse of the second 
person plural. It’s just that Southern speech has a 
second person plural, and Northern speech does not. 
In the North, you say “you,” no matter whether 
you're talking about one person or two people or a 
hundred. (One exception is Brooklyn, where people 
sometimes say “youse guys” as a second person 
plural.) 

Southern speech has more words in it. It’s more 
specific. It’s different. We like it that way. If you don’t 
know how to use it, then don’t. Or, as we say in East 
Texas: 

“Y’all stop it.” 
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Everyone's picking on Marcia... 


Objection! 


L et’s give Marcia Clark a break, okay? 
What in the world causes people to go into 
apopletic rages when this woman appears on TV? 

She looks normal enough to me. She’s got one of 
those kinky-but-not-too-kinky hair-dos,* the kind 
favored by women who live in the suburbs and raise 
money for the community theater group. She wears 
suits—not Armani suits, not Ralph Lauren suits—I 
don’t know, maybe suits from Talbot’s. Her diction is 
good, so we can always understand her. She always 
says what’s on her mind. She occasionally makes a 
joke, but it’s not her strong point, so it’s usually more 
of a cute remark than an actual joke, you know? 

In other words, this woman is about as middle-of- 
the-road as you can get. If you went to dinner with 
this woman, you’d probably end up talking about 
mutual funds or the high cost of breakfast cereal. 
She’s what every lawyer tries to be—inoffensive, 
easy to understand, in control of her material. She’s 
what we call in Texas a good ole gal. 

She gets mad, of course. I’ve been watching trials 
for years, and I haven’t seen one yet where the 
lawyers don’t get mad. I saw a lawyer in Huntsville, 
Texas, one time start screaming at the judge “I won’t 
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listen to you! I won’t listen to you!” and covering up 
his ears with his hands. He got three days in jail, but 
he still won the case. Marcia Clark never even gets 
remotely close to this mad. She continues to say “Sir” 
to the witnesses and refers to her nemesis as “Mr. 
Cochran,” no matter what happens. 

So I can’t figure out exactly why everybody picks 
on Marcia Clark for simply acting like a lawyer. 

It’s the guys on the O.J. side of the case who keep 
getting reprimanded for actual misconduct. About 
the only things that have happened to Marcia Clark 
is she was a little late one day because her kids kept 
her up all night, and another time she lost a piece of 
evidence and found it after the deadline had passed 
for handing it over to the defense team. 

But even if this woman was a monster, even ifshe 
had the personality of Medea, even if she sat at the 
prosecution table spitting tobacco juice into a cup 
(something Texas lawyers used to do all the time), my 
main question is: 

Who the heck cares? 

Who the heck cares about Marcia Clark as a 
person? 

Her only job is to try to get a murder conviction 
on O.J. Simpson. That’s what the state pays her to 
do. It doesn’t really matter whether she’s a one-eyed 
hussy with tattoos on her legs or a member of the 
Guatemalan Socialist Party. If she can present all 
the evidence so the jury can understand it, she gets 
the job. 

This is obviously not a vicious woman. 

But this grocery-store gossip about her—that is 
vicious. 


* Obviously written prior to Marcia’s stylish makeover. 





Joe Bob, 

[Newspaper clipping: “You know how we tend to 
drop letters off ends of words in our talk? ‘Nothin’.’ 
‘Dreamin’.’ ‘Listenin’.’ There’s a name for that prac- 
tice: ‘Apocope.”” | 

I bet you didn’t know you test positive for 
“apocope!” 

Lyn Venable 
Walnut Creek, Calif. 
Dear Lyn: 

I’ve tested positive for so many things in my life 

that I’m relieved to tell people I have apocope. 





Contest 


Anita I. Bloch of Cleveland: “Please help me 
find this flick. I saw it in a 1976 or 1977 junior high 
science fiction class, on a reel-to-reel, in color. Set in 
the future, it was about a man whose dreams become 
reality the next day, but nobody else realizes things 
were ever any different. He falls in love with a 
beautiful black woman with an Afro (a telling seven- 
ties sign). When a scientist (who I think played one of 
the alien scientists in the Six Million Dollar Man 
episodes with the Sasquatch) discovers this man’s 
talent, he builds a ‘dream augmenter’ so he can 
dictate this man’s dreams under the premise of mak- 
ing the world a better place. The scientist tells the 
man to dream away racism. So the next day, 
everybody’s gray! But nobody realizes they were ever 
black or white. Near the end, the man dreams the 
apocalypse, the scientist ends up Play-Doh in a wheel- 
chair, and everything goes back to the way it was 
prior to any dreaming. Id like the name of the flick, 
the name of the actor who played the scientist, and 
any other dirt. Thank you!” 


Contest #2 


Richard Biddle of Midland, Texas: “There are 
about ten of us wracking our brains to come up with 
the name of a good bad movie. It is a series of shorts 
with commercials from the ‘Uranus Corporation, 
makers of brown something or other.’ We don’t think 
it is Kentucky Fried Movie or Groove Tube. One of the 


prominent stars may have been Ms. Kitten Natividad, 
and it also had a short with Shelley Long of Cheers 
fame.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the February 20 issue, Michelle McCulloch 
of Petaluma, California, asked about an “English 
movie about a large frog (actually an undeveloped 
embryo) born of human parents. He lives in a pond 
in the middle of a typical English hedge maze. 
Sometimes he visits the house and leaves slop and 
water all over.” 

We received 29 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. And heis... 

Richard Brandt of El Paso, Texas: “The movie 
is titled, appropriately enough, The Maze. Richard 
Carlson stars as the hero who inherits a Scottish 
maze and a mysterious little-seen relative who turns 
out to be the big croaker. Released in 1958, filmed in 
3-D as a low point in the career of director William 
Cameron Menzies.” 

Additional information came from our 28 run- 
ners-up... 

Toby Everett of Claremont, California: “The 
best part is the 3-D shot of the frog jumping out the 
window and going splat when he hits the ground 
(they toss a rubber frog out the window).” 

Mark Jurecki of Sunnyvale, California: 
“Carlson is a newly married English lord who, upon 
assuming his inheritance, moves into the family 
castle with his bride. Carlson swears to keep the 
family secret: one of the earlier lords has lived for 
hundreds of years but is horribly deformed. In fact, 
he looks like a frog. Whenever the old frog has itchy 
skin, he has to flop down to the maze, to soak in the 
pond. The midnight flopping and the midnight dip 
get the attention of Carlson’s bride. She isn’t in on the 
secret. In one scene, the butler and new lord 
shield the old boy with a drapery framework while 
they walk (and flop) down the candlelit hallway 
toward the maze. I’m not sure, but this flick might 
have been released in 3-D, or with some other process 
gimmick, maybe Toad-A-O?” 

C. Pyles of Ramstein, Germany: “I remember 
watching this movie between periods of fright some 
30-40 years ago at the Nu-Vu Theater, Metaline 
Falls, Washington. Apparently the author thought 
unborn humans went through stages just like frogs— 
that is, from an egg to a tadpole to an infant frog. In 
the case of The Maze, the core of the story character 
didn’t get beyond the middle stage and so remained 
a frog. It was really kind of asad story ending to learn 
the poor being was a freak (I don’t know what is the 
politically correct terminology).” 

Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, California: “The 
Maze has a couple of eerie moments in the maze at 


13 


night, but the film is not very effective, and the 
creature, when finally seen, appears more silly than 
scary. The movie also features Hillary Brooke, 
Michael Pate, Veronica Hurst and Katherine Em- 
ery.” 

Oovus Oosfuzz of New York: “Menzies was one 
of Hollywood’s great (and largely unsung, these 
days) visual artists, serving as production designer 
on everything from Douglas Fairbanks’ Thief of 
Bagdad to Things to Come to ee 
Gone With the Wind. He also 
directed/nvaders from Mars (the 
good one) and Bela Lugosi's 
wacky Chandu the Magician. 
Carlson, perennial second lead 
in forties A pictures, became a 
stalwart figure in fifties science 
fiction, as star of Creature from 
the Black Lagoon, It Came From 
Outer Space and Tormented, 
and as star/director of The Mag- 
netic Monster and Riders to the 
Stars. His greatest role, how- 
ever, was in I Led 3 Lives, a 
wonderfully paranoid anti-Com- 
munist show that was Lee 
Harvey Oswald’s favorite TV 
program.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “The screen- 
play was by Elwood Ullman, who Dead. 
also wrote a shitload of Stooges shorts, based on 
a novel by Maurice Sandoz. Early hardcover editions 
of the novel have interior illustrations and a dust 
jacket by Salvador Dali. Menzies’ other directing 
credits in the genre include Things To Come, The 
Whip Hand, andChandu the Magician (the latter co- 
directed by Marcel Varnel). He was also the art 
director, co-art director or production designer for all 
the genre films he directed with the exception of 
Chandu. His genre credits as an art director include 
The Thief of Bagdad (1924) and The Bat (1926). His 
last film credit was associate producer onAround the 
World in 80 Days. Menzies won Academy Awards for 
his art direction on Gone with the Wind, and two 
silent films, The Dove and Tempest. He died in 1957.” 

Also answering correctly were Linda Baker of 
Marietta, Georgia; Richard Baron of Alpharetta, 
Georgia; Karl Bunker of Brookline, Massachu- 
- setts; Lawrence D. Bauer of Rochester, New York; 
Chris Donahue of Garland, Texas; Joe Bob 
Flaherty of Louisville, Kentucky; Roger Hippert 
of New Ulm, Minnesota; Greg Johns of San Fran- 
cisco; Michael Jones of Los Angeles; Bret 
McCormick of Fort Worth, Texas; Ronald Miller 
of Dallas; Rita Mulcahy of Morris, Minnesota; 
Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta;Nancy Peay of Norman, 
Oklahoma; William Perkins of Marietta, Georgia; 
Brent A. Richardson of Columbus, Ohio; Martin 






They’re back—and they’ve got the 
munchies—in Return of the Living 


Scorsese of New York (yes, it’s really him); Bryan 
Senn of Kent, Washington; Alan Winston of 
Stanford, California; Brett Taylor of Wartburg, 
Tennessee; Stately Wayne Manor of Drexel Hill, 
Pennsylvania; andBrian Yelverton of Salem, Mas- 
sachusetts. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the March 6 issue, Jim Middlemiss of 
Farmington Hills, Michigan, 
wrote: “I can’t sleep at night. I 
need to know a name of a movie. 
It is about some guys who burn 
up this person who came back 
from the dead, his ashes get in 
the rain, and before you even 
™ blink your eye there’s an army of 
mutant zombies hunting and 
eating ‘live brains.” 

We received an all-time 
record of 52 correct entries, so 
our winner was chosen by draw- 
ing. And heis... 

Joel Spencer “J.S.” Horn 
of Brookfield, Illinois: “It’s just 
too easy. The film that Jim is 
looking for is Return of the Liv- 
ing Dead, the movie that an- 
swers the question, ‘What hap- 
pened to all the zombies from 
Night of the Living Dead that 
didn’t get killed?’ Two security guards at a medical 
complex accidentally release one of the zombies out 
of some receptacle. The guards kill the zombie and, in 
a panic, get rid of the body at a crematorium in a 
nearby cemetery. Fumes from the crematorium cover 
the cemetery where a group of punk rockers (includ- 
ing Linnea Quigley in her breakthrough role) are 
partying. The fumes cause the exhumed to come 
back to life so they could 1) turn all the other people 
into zombies, and 2) make human brains part of their 
diet. John Russo, who wrote Night, also wrote Re- 
turn, which claimed that the George Romero film 
was actually based on a true story, but was under 
wraps.” 

Additional information came from our 51 run- 
ners-up... 

Ken Vaughn of Bowling Green, Kentucky: “This 
guy makes me feel old. Return of the Living Dead 
(1985) was directed by Aliens writer Dan O’Bannon 
and spoofed the Romero zombie flicks. Romero asso- 
ciate John Russo wrote it, I believe, and I remember 
a big inter-genre brouhaha between Romero and 
Russo concering the ‘Living Dead’ name. Romero 
was close to releasing Day of the Dead and didn’t 
want the public to associate it with Return’s comic 
mood. James Karen and Thom Matthews play the 
schmoes that open the pressurized containers with 
zombies in them. Unlike the Romero zombies, these 
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zombies can move really fast and can talk. Also 
unlike Romero’s zombies, they seem to crave brains 
as opposed to just any meat. And finally, this is the 
flick that brought Linnea Quigley into fandom’s 
spotlight. After appearing in several low-budget 
semi-porn movies and in 1981’s Don’t Go Near the 
Park, she got her big break. Her nude cemetery 
dance as punkette trash was, for many, the highlight 
of the movie. Also in this one are Don Calfa (Weekend 
at Bernie’s, I think) as the resident mortician, and 
the very lovely Jewel Shepard. Available through 
HBO Home Video.” 

Brian Yelverton of Salem, Massachusetts: “The 
writer of the original Night of the Living Dead, John 
Russo, wrote a book called Return of the Living 
Dead. This led to a legal argument between him and 
Romero. When this was settled, Romero got the 
rights to ‘Dead’ for film titles, but Russo got the 
rights to ‘Living Dead.” 

Tricia Kelley of Washington, Pennsylvania: 


“There is a sort of ‘anti-disclaimer’ (would that be a 
claimer?) at the very beginning that informs us: ‘The 
events portrayed in this film are all true. The names 
are real names of real people and real organizations.’ 
The zombies are, of course, hungry for human flesh, 
but they are particularly interested in ‘live brains.’ 
The reason for this is explained in one especially 
poignant and disgusting scene. Our band of heroes, 
holed up in a funeral home, manages to capture and 
interrogate a zombie. It’s an old woman who, funnily 
enough, is missing the lower half of her body. They 
have her tied down to a table and her severed spinal 
cord is whipping around just like a hot electric cable. 
She tells them that live brains help to ease the pain: 
‘It hurts being dead . . . I can feel myself rot.’ There 
is a lot of screaming in this film. Gulager and 
Mathews have what I think are the best roles. Since 
the zombie gas that hit them in the face is gradually 
turning them into the living dead—rigor mortis and 
all—they get to go around for most of the movie just 


Joe Bob’s Gotcha Covered for Spring! 





At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand short-sleeved tee 
(100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) with a full- 
color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use the order form 
below and remember to specify L, XL, or XXL. Only $14.95 
plus i cial 


“Joe Bob 


. —- in shabby Berek 
. y , s ss oe ord 





Married nienik single Savings 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Married People, Single Sex’ for only $10! 


send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic non- 
thriller, Married People, Single Sex for only $10.This faux docu- 
mentary follows the sex lives of three couples who can‘tseem 
to get it together in the nineties. Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


L_| Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Married 
People, Single Sex video—$80 in foreign countries. 


L_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


LI 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Name 

Address 

City St 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC 
Signature 


ee | Be 


___ Visa ___ Exp. Date 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and han- 
dling. Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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yelling and howling in pain. This 
gets to be pretty funny after a 
while!” 

Also answering correctly were 
William J. Anderson of Hous- 
ton;Roger Barron of Salem, Wis- 
consin; Raisin Blowme of Buf- 
falo; Ed Brehob of Indianapolis; 
Jon Calderas of Cincinnati; 
Terry Campbell of Mesquite, 
Texas; R.A. Couey of San Diego; 
Dan Cziraky of Newark, New 
Jersey; Royce O. Dahl of 
Minnetonka, Minnesota; Bill W. 
Dalton of Santa Ana, California; 
Brent De Jong of Bloomington, 
Indiana; James A. Donovan of 
Irving, Texas; Steven Dvorak of 
Arlington, Texas; David Gatch 
of Denver; Kris Gilpin of 
Burbank, California; Mark 
Glover of Kansas City, Kansas; 
Liz Gravitz of Dallas; Pete 
Heffner of Richardson, Texas; 
Artis D. Hagans of Dallas; 
Jerrica Holmes of Midlothian, 
Texas; Roland Horn of Dallas; 
Chuck Hush of Poughkeepsie, 
New York; Ryan Johnson of 
Mesquite, Texas; James R. 
Jumper of Camp Hill, Pennsyl- 
vania; Bryan Kasik of Alexan- 
dria, Virginia;Paul Kazee of New 
York; Joseph Klein of Ann Ar- 
bor, Michigan;Karl Kluge of Ann 
Arbor, Michigan; Allen Knutson 
of Somerville, Massachusetts; 
Keith Lewis of Dallas; Terry 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, 
| sell videos, publicize events! What- | 
ever! Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and 

| charge to Visa/MC for $1 additional | 
| fee (don’t forget your signature and | 
expiration date) or mail your ad with 

| check payable to The Joe Bob Report, | 
| P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your | 
| ad will appear in approximately three | 
| weeks. Display advertising is $75 per , 
| | 
| | 


inch. 
$10 for 15 words 


60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 


a price! q 


Maher of Stow, Ohio; Edward 
Martin III of Portland, Oregon; 
Sarra Mehl of East Elmhurst, 
New York;Tim Murphy of South 
El Monte, California; Katy 
O’Grady of Fairfax, Virginia; 
Rick Ramey of Montgomery, Ala- 
bama; Tim Roesch of Reston, 
Virginia; Lara K. Schmidt of 
Richardson, Texas; Jason 
Scroggs of Lenexa, Kansas; Bob 
Sheridan of Culver City, Califor- 
nia;Roger Simpson of Anaheim, 
California; David G. Smith of 
Dallas;Kent Smith of San Diego; 
Sean Sweda of Ann Arbor, Michi- 
gan;Stephen Tapp of West Hart- 
ford, Connecticut;Brian Thomp- 
son of Dallas;Tex Tracy of Plano, 
Texas; and Connie-Lynne Vil- 
lani of Sierra Madre, California. 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


Joe Bob’s 


Classifieds 





Catalogs 


“The Strangest Cards on Earth!” Shel- 
Tone Trading Cards—Serial killers, Betty 
Page, horror actors, blues musicians and 
more! Send $2 for a’95 catalog and sample 
cards to: Shel-Tone, P.O. Box 45-J, 
Irvington, NJ 07111. 

Real human skulls! Real human bones! T- 
shirts, masks, serial killers, soundtracks, 
posters, model kits, trading cards, coffins 
and more! Over 5,000 total items includ- 
ing over 2,000 of the best and bloodiest 
uncut videos at the best prices anywhere! 
The 1995 world famous Catalog of Car- 
nage, Vol.7. Over 170 full-sized pages. The 
biggest horror catalog in the world. $5 to 
Foxx Entertainment, 327 W. Laguna, 
Tempe, AZ 85282. 


Miscellaneous 


Last chance for drive-in photos! Our 
book proposal is done. Last chance to send 
us your 35mm photo and negative of an 
unusual drive-in marquee or screen tower. 
You will receive photo credit and a custom 
T-shirt (“Dusk to Dawn—The Drive-In 
Era”). Its your chance to be a celebrity! 
Send your name, address and location of 
photo to: Sanders/Dusk to Dawn, 3109 
Drexel, Dallas, TX 75205. 


Video Trades 


Traders wanted: Major (400+) collector 
seeks non-X movies with male/female nu- 
dity. All subjects. Jeff Wilson, 300 South 
St. #C-1, Vernon, CT 06066. 


SECOND 
CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 














